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The Infinite variety of talents enjoyed
AN ARTIST and put to profitable use by Mr. Hop-

kinson Smith has long been a source

of wonder and amaze to his admirers.
ARMENIA. A builder o? sturdy lighthouses and

stout sea walls, he varies the utili¬

tarian practice of contracting by painting dainty water

color pictures or by writing engaging romances. Excelling
in all he undertakes, it is perhaps as a flction'st that he

chiefly shines.
His latest essay in the art of the novelist is a sort of con¬

tinued story with a purpose, which he is printing day by
day in various newspapers.yesterday favoring the Journal
with one instalment. In this narrative Mr. Smith shows

great originality of conception but a certain imitetiveness
in treatment. In his stirring novel of the good, humane

Sultan, the Mephistophelian Christian missionaries, and

the bloodthirsty Armenians, every one will recognize a dis¬
tinct plagiarism of Aesop's fable of the Wolf and the Lamb.
The Sultan, we learn, is "a broad-minded man with a big
heart filled with love for his fellow-beings." "We are quite
sure that everybody will concede the complete originality
of this conception of the Sultan's character. Under the
beneficent rule of this humane potentate 8,750 people, in¬

cluding women and little children, were massacred In the
streets of Constantinople within hearing of the big-hearted
Sultan as he sat in his harem. Within four years not less

than 100.000 have been foully murdered in Turkish Armenia.
That is a sorry record for a humane sovereign, but the

Sv.ltan to-day does not materially differ in his murderous

instincts from his predecessors. A trustworthy compiler
gives these figures as a partial record of Turkish ferocity:

"In 1822 not less than 50,000 Greeks were massacred in

the Islands of the Aegean Sea; in 1850, 10,000 Nestorians

were butchered around the head waters of the Tigris; in

18G0,11,000 Maronites and Syrians perished in Mount Lebanon
and Damascus; in 1876 upward of 15,000 were slaughtered in

Bulgaria.""
But, says Mr. Hopkinson Smith, painter of pretty trifles,

these Armenians have rebelled against the good and benev¬
olent Sultan, and rebellion must be suppressed. Yes, the

lamb attacked the wolf. The Armenians, without arms,

discipline or organization, attacked the Sultan's regular
troops. Peasants doubtless put in jeopardy the best fight¬
ing force for its size in all Europe. Somfe eight or ten men,

driven by long years of cruel persecution into a frame of

mind akin to Nihilism, attacked a bank in Constantinople
and 8,000 innocent persons had to be slaughtered in revenge.

Rebellion against constituted authority must be put down,
and of course a broad-minded and big-hearted Sultan is not

to blame if the campaign for law and order takes the form

of violating women, massacring men and murdering little

children. Perhaps the wolf was higher up stream than the

lamb, but a wolf would rather drink blood than water,
anyway.
And the American missionaries. They, it seems, caused

the whole trouble. Unwisely they told the Armenians of

the character of the United States, of the blessings and the

Immunities of freedom, instead of preaching the advantages
of living under Turkish rule. "While receiving the protection
of the Sultan for their lives and property," says Mr. Smith,
"they have been inciting his subjects to take up arms

against him." Here are two statements of fact. Are they
true? No American missionary, indeed, has been killed,

scores have suffered the loss of all their property, have

had their servants slain before their faces, have seen the

American flag trailed in the dust, nor have yet had a word
of promise of protection and reparation from our Govern¬

ment at Washington. And is there on record any case of

actual incitement to revolt by American missionaries?
In Europe there has been enforced by concerted action

absolute gag law upon the press in relation to the Armenian

atrocities. Coercion or bribery has imposed silence on the

editors of Continental Europe to such a degree that Mr.
Labouchere says that except for the English press a his¬
torian of a century hence,, studying the history of the nine¬

teenth century, would dismiss traditions of Armenian atroc¬

ities as old wives* tales unsupported by the contemporary
chroniclers of news. There are ample reasons to appre¬
hend that some of the devices which have accomplished
this result abroad are at work in the United States.

President Cleveland's vigorous de-

CLEVELAND nunciation of trusts and combinations,

ON THE which forms not the least interesting
part of his annual message to Con-

TRUSTS. gress, recalls previous and not less

vigorous utterances on the same sub¬

ject in the same vein from the same source. Nobody has

been more eloquent or sterner in his attacks upon the

hydra-headed monsters of modern trade than Mr. Cleve¬
land. In season and out of season he has fired broadsides
of Invective against their ponderous bodies. But somehow
his missiles, though themselves not less ponderous, do not

seem to have produced the slightest effect upon them. He

is apparently not in the least discouraged, however, and
on Monday he returned with undiminished enthusiasm and

energy to the charge.
But this time he sadly abandons the faint hope that

has hitherto possessed him that the present Federal law
could be made a remedy for the evils that fill his soul
with dismay; nor does the possibility that any Federal
law that can be constructed might remedy them bring
him the slightest consolation. With a great sigh he un¬

loads the whole difficulty upon the several States, with
his best wishes but weak faith that they may be able to
solve its problems. He is unable to do it, in spite of years
of anxious thought and fervid preaching.

Perhaps the reason why these persistent and violent
attacks upon the trusts by the President of the United
States have been so ineffective may be found in the fact
that they have been confined to language. Perhaps the
trusts would not now be strutting defiant up and down if
Mr. Cleveland had not appointed as his Attorney-General
a man who just before his appointment was arguing in
court in Boston that the Anti-Trust law was clearly un¬

constitutional. Perhaps they might have moderated their
exactions and somewhat lessened their intolerable inso¬
lence if Mr. Cleveland's Attorney-General had made an

effort in good faith to test the validity and the efficacy of
that law.

However that may be, it is evident that, as fine words
butter no parsnips, so hot words consume no public ene¬

mies.

If there were no other evidence of
DOWN WITH the existence of an agreement between

the five swollen corporations that fur¬
nish illuminating gas to New York

GAS TRUST. than their uniform charge of $1.25 per
thousand, that alone would be suffi¬

cient to establish the fact. There can be no real competi¬
tion, such as the people desired and the Legislature osten¬
sibly intended when the Standard Ga3 Company received a
charter prohibiting consolidation and combination with
a*>y other company, in view of this extortionate and out-

rageous charge. Figuring every possible expense at a lib¬
eral amount, gas can still be profitably produced and served
at a cost to the consumer of considerably less than $1 a

thousand. Under these circumstances there is no cause

for wonder in the information that the dividends on gas
stock range from f>y2 per cent to 12 per cent, though of the
total capitalization of $53,930,000 more than one-half is
"water."

This state of affairs ought to be enough to convince the
blindest of the desirability of municipal control, if not of

municipal ownership, of the gas factories and mains. But

granting that not even control by the municipality is prac¬
ticable, there is still no reason why New York should sub¬
mit to this abominable form of highway robbery. Doubt¬
less evidence enough can be dug up to forfeit the charters
of the predatory companies.

Here is a promising field of remunerative endeavor for

burning, fiery spirits like Senator Raines and Dr. Park-
hurst. They have found it hard, if not impossible, to turn
into the path of righteousness the feet of the community.
No doubt that task would be somewhat easier if the de¬

spoiled were rescued from the hands of the spoilers, and

did not have to pay so much for light to see the straight
and narrow roadway clearly.

Society occasionally needs such rude

SLAVERY awakenings as Yfalter Heinecke's sui-

m-TTrn -i-iiam cide and Peter Hettof's offer to sellbetter than
. .... ,,himself into slavery for $100 down pro-

DEATH? vide for. We see so many evidences of
wealth on every hand that we have no

time to cast a casual penetrating glance into the crowded
haunts of poverty. Fifth avenue is so fascinating to the eye

and to the imagination that neither is disposed to wander to

squalid Cherry street. The mind is so allured by the man¬

sion of the millionaire that it can with difficulty be seduced
into the lodging house and the swarming tenement. States¬
men not given to the habit of. statistics din into our ears

so loudly and insistently the senseless parrot cry that all
is well with the American people that they drown the moar
of suffering which bears continual evidence against them.
But now and then some unfortunate victim of society

makes|of his misery a pinnacle whence he can cast himself
in the sight of all men down into oblivion, and then those
of us who lounge in the lethargy of comfort are forced to

rub our eyes and do a little unpleasant thinking.
Hettof and Heinecke are types of two classes with which

every large city abounds. The first, an educated man, with
a practised knowledge of bookkeeping and a familiar ac¬

quaintance with half a dozen foreign languages, has

tramped the pavements vainly seeking employment of any
kind until he despairs, and in the instinctive hope of keep¬
ing body and soul together is anxious to become the slave
of any man who will agree to do so much. Heinecke, also
a man of education, had employment as a day clerk in the
Street Cleaning Departmer \ . But he was compelled to
work fifteen hours a day, an 1: for his services he was paid
only $11.80 a week. Notwithstanding the /3ize of his salary,
he had bought a bicycle and had saved $50 besides. So it is

clear, strange though it seem, that he had no quarrel wiih
the remuneration he received. Indeed, he said in the letter
explaining his suicide that he found life no longer tolerable
because he had no "pleasures or enjoyments," could hardly
secure time enough to sleep, and was compelled to work
continually. Could the slavery that Hettof seeks be worse

than this?
Such is the existence of a vast, an overwhelming ma¬

jority of the human beings who form the population of the
Imperial city of New York. Either the press of hungry
numbers keeps them on the rack of labor ali day long and
half the night, with neither opportunity nor money for
recreation, or they are fiercely hunting for a chance to at¬

tain even that dismal condition. According to good author¬
ities, there are now out of employment in this city no

fewer than 177,000 skilled workmen. The number of un¬

skilled laborers who are subsisting by means of charity or

theft is probably enormous. Reports agree that in Chi¬
cago there are 35,000 men unemployed. Many if not most
of these have families, and.Winter is at hand!

There are those in plenty who w^g their heads and tell
us that this problem cannot be solved. Want, they say, is
a necessary consequent of human nature and an unavoid¬
able accompaniment of civilization. If this be true, so

much the worse for civilization; let us return to barbarism.
Bu£ it is not true, as will be shown when the empty

stomachs become more numerous than the full ones. Then
the indifferent ignorance of the rich will be enlightened in
such a manner as to persuade them to lend a hand to their
brethren instead of knocking them on the head with the
mallet of superior intelligence and greed. Death is unques¬
tionably better than slavery, whether the slavery of the
auction block or the slavery of the labor market. But one

day not all the Heineckes and Hettofs will accept the grim
alternative without making desperate effort to secure life
in comfort. That effort will be peaceable, for in this free
country legislation can undo the evils legislation has
caused, and it will succeed.

The five Republican silver Senators
who absented themselves from the
caucus of their party yesterday were

put in a curious position by the actior
of the caucus.

On motion of Senator Wolcott a

committee was appointed to use every endeavor ^to secure

an international conference to the end of establishing
bimetallism. This may have been a clever move to put
the bolting Republicans in the wrong. If so, it was wholly
successful. The most ardent silver man ought to be a

still more ardent international bimetallist, and should
join in every effort to accomplisW an international agree¬
ment, unless it is evident that such effort is made only
in hypocritical pretence.

However, the five absentees can join with the regular
Republicans when this measure comes up for action in the
Senate.

Senator Sherman is said to be strongly opposed to Hon. R. A.
Alger's appointment to a Cabinet position. The Sherman dislike
of Alger dates back to 1888, when, at the Chicago Convent'on,
there was a sudden and mysterious disappearance of Southern
delegates, the Sherman column being the sufferer by the transac¬
tion.

That proposition to build a home for aged actresses is one to
be encouraged. If it is successful the aged actresses will be
spared the humiliation of having to earn their living by appear¬
ing in the spectacular productions.

The Governor-elect of Illinois is a brave man. In addition
to the horde of office seekers with which he is now confronted
he is going to get married and face the mother-in-law problem.

Senator Peffer's discovery that he is a tariff reformer comes

suspiciously close on the heels of his discovery that the Kansas
Legislature prefers that sort of a man as his successor.

As Governor-elect Black had the assistance of Piatt flis in
the selection of his military staff, it will be sure to receive the
prompt indorsement of 1'latt pere.

The news from Washington yesterday served to remind the
country that there is such a person as Hon. Adlai E. Stevenson.

In case of doubt be sure of your referee-

IS IT
A CLEVER
TRICK?

Short Talks with
McNally's Row of Flats.

"If you can only succeed in enlisting in
my behalf the support of the prominent
merchants with whom I did business I feel
that I will stand a pood chance of securing
a pardon." Extract from letter written
from Joilet Prison, by James McXally, the
Inn- of the green goods men, to his brother
Walter.

On the strength of the paragraph quoted
above several representatives of the Jour¬
nal called upon various merchants and
Oilier citizens who are known to have dealt
with Mr. McXally during the past twenty-
mo years, and elicited testimony concern-
lug him and his business methods, as fol¬
lows:
W est Meadows, Wis., Dec. 8..Elijah

Wlieatcake was seen at his dairy farm
about three miles from this centre, and
spoke substantially as follows: "Have
Known Mr. McXally for a number of years
and under a number of names, and have
done business with him repeatedly on West
street, near the Cortlandt Street Ferr"
His bricks at one time had the heaviest
Plate of any known to the Xew York trade
but the last I got of him was below the
usual standard. Xever bought any sawdust
ot him, but have always understood that
he handled a very finp grade. Hope he will
get pardoned, and continue business at his
old stand. If he does, he may count on get-
ting my trade back again, as well rs that
Oi. my neighbors."

Skowhegan, Me., Dec. 8.-Deaeon Fitch
v, as found in his feed store to-day ana

Questioned in regard to Mr. McXally The
Deacon said that he had learned with deep
regret of the Imprisonment of the polished
and suave gentleman with whom he had
aone business so many times. The ac-

quaintanec began by a letter addressed bv
r. McXally to the Deacon years ago, in

which reference was made to certain goods
that the writer desired to dispose of. After
n short correspondence the Deacon visited
Xew York aud was handsomely entertained
by his new friend in one of the most pala-
tial hotels on the river front. The Deacon
contracted for a satchelful of the best
hardwood sawdust, which proved to be of
such durable quality that the most of it is
etill in use at the Fitch homestead as Ailing
-or pincushions. He considered i\only fair
to say that Mr. McXally's sawdust' had
such a line reputation throughout the
'' ite °f Maine.a region famous for that
product.that the citizens often visited
Xew York and paid as much as .$000 for a

very small bag of it.

Cranberry Lake. X. J., Dec. 8..The
Widow Weevil, relict of Joshua Weevil, at
one time the most prominent tomato and
bean canner of this section, was found by
the reporter at her beautiful home on the
.Id turnpike road. She expressed the hope
that Mr. McXally would soon be pardoned
and permitted to resume the business
which he conducted for so many years.
3... husband dealt with him frequentlv."

exclaimed Mrs. Weevil, with deep feeling,
as she pointed to a tarnished gold brick
which stood under a glass case on the par¬
lor centre table; "and if Mr. McXally
hadn't been sent away to prison Joshua
would be alive and well to-day. I am not

the, only widow woman in this State, that
owes her loss to them that put him away."
On being asked to explain her words, she
continued: "Yi hy, you see, my husbau'I
had bought his bricks and sawdust at the
same place for years, Spring and Fall, and
no harm ever conie to him. Why, they'd
c\en go with him across the ferry and put
him aboard the train to see that he wa'n't
robbed. But no sooner did the police
break up that firm than the merchants
and farmers in tills section got to running
round nights in Xew York, drinking knock¬
out drops and the Lord knows what be¬
sides, and that s the way my Joshua met
his death. He slept eighteen hours in a

draughty saloon and woke up to find his
coat and vest gone, as well as his money,
and he never recovered from it. It will be
a mercy when they get Mr. McXally back
again to take care of folks when they go to
the city."

Newark, X. J., Dec. 8..Messrs. Strap &
Buckle, the well-known manufacturers of
tiunks and valises, n i de an assignment
here to-day in consequence of the general
duluess of business. For fifteen years this
firm employed nearly one thousand hands
and devoted itself almost exclusively to the
manufacture of small, glazed hand bags
with tin clasps and trimmings of a

kind used in Xew York in the export of

Jbiicks and sawdust. The retirement of Mr.
McXally from the business of which he
was the acknowledged pioneer and head
proved a serious blow to the satchel trade
and was the direct cause of the failure of
Messrs. Strap & Buckle.

Foamy Falls, Mich., Doc. 8,-Tlie prospect
of the pardon of Mr. McXally is a general
topic of conversation in this village, where
business has been at a complete standstill
ever since the sawmill shut down, because
there was no further demand for line hard¬
wood sawdust of a sort for which this vil¬
lage has always been famous. It is be¬
lieved that there will be a great deal of
si iTering among the workmen here this
winter unless Mr. McXally is permitted to
resume his business.

Mr. Plug Roeksey, at one time well
known to newspaper readers as the "vigi¬
lant detective Iiocksey, the sleuthhound of
justice and terror of evil doers," but at
present presiding over the destinies of an
ash cart and wearing the uniform of the
White/Squadron, spoke feelingly vesterdav
of his old friend, Mr. McXally, whose bene¬
factions to individual members of the po¬
lice department, he declared, entitled him
to free pardon for any crime that he might
have been accused of. "Wotever he done
he done right." said Mr. Roeksey, as he
leant thoughtfully against the wheel of his
ship. "McXally was a gentleman, t'rough
an t'rough; his motto was 'Live an' let
live. He didn't want it all for hisself If
be caught a good sucker he didn't forgit
there was some o' the rest of us in the
game. I have helped him pull off manv a

good thing an' I'd like to see him in 'the
centre of the push again. Ter hell with
this reform business, anyway. I've got me

belly full^of it." JAMES L. FORD

Winter Etchings.
The wind is growing crlsper,

ri hat makes our noses glow;
We hear it sigh and whisper:
"Look out for slush and snow/'

The raven gayly circles.
The butcher does a jig;

While with his dirk lie dlrkles
The mellow rounded pig.

Oh. now the land is flowing
With cough drops lush aud prime;

The cider mill is going
In rhapsodies of rhyme.

"With joy our hearts are brimming
Upon the frosty morn,

For while the sparrow's skimming
Song laden round the thorn,

We watch the withered grasses
That catch the crystal flake,

And pour rich gold molasses
Upon the buckwheat cake.

R. K. MUXKITTRICK.

Tammany Tim and Mark
Manna See Cleveland.

Washington, Dec. 8..It's in me room at
d' Arlin'ton I am, when there's a knock at
d' door; bing! I'm mowln' d' weeds from
me mug wid a shave. An' I don't do a

t'lng but slice a steak from d' stabbord sid?,
I'm that started.
"G'wan," I says, t'inkin' it's d' bell kid.

"G'wan or I'll sweep d' cocoa from your
shoulders."
"I51ng!" goes his nibs agin on d' portal.
"Will yoHse chase?" I yells, still guessin'

it's d' bell youth. "An' if you don't take
a tumble to yourself," I goes on, "an' 1
comes into d' hall for youso, I'll come back
a criminal."
Then d' door opens an' In piles Marky.
"On me life! You old spendthrift," I

shouts. "I'm dead glad to greet you." An'
wid that I slaps him d' glad hand an' ex¬

plains how, be his liammerln' on d' door, I
takes him for a menial.
Marky acts dopey, an' don't seem to mind

w'at I'm giviij' him. I notes he's wearln' a

troubled look on his features. I passes him
d' old bot as an opener.
"Hit that," I says. "If it don't have your

fee'.in's in a conflagration in a holy minute
an' put a stay-lath on your nerve, then I
aint on to d' medicine for your maladies."
Marky gets ujider d' bot for enough to

swim a/dog. an' it thrun d' starch into d'
bosom of his hopes. He's now more of a

ringer for himself. But still he plants his
frame on a stool an' gives d' floor d' sullen
eye.
"W'at's eatin' youse?" I says at last.

"You looks as if you had a hen on, an' was

leary of w'at she'd hatch. Is it Johnny
Sherman?"
"Xaw," says Marky: "it's Grover. There's

a shaky little skate called Thurber who just
jumps me out in d' hall. He cays he's from
d' Pres'deut, an' I'm wanted at d' W'ite
House. 'His Majesty is awaitin' youse.'
says this little guy Thurber, 'an' you must
let go all holts an' come at once.' W'at
do youse t'ink, Tim? It looks like a brace
to me; looks like Grove has a play or two
up his sleeve an' is layin' to spring some
racket on to me. Now, give me d' best turn
In d' wheel house, Tim; do youse guess
it's on d' level? Or Is Grove organlzin' to
do me?"

"W'y Marky," I replies; "this is nothin'
but congratulations; nothin' in d' woild
but a jolly. Grove's out to ask about Mack
an' mebby take a hooker of red eye wid
youse; that's all. As a fren' of both par¬
ties, I'll go wid you an' referee d' meet."
"Say! Tim. I wish youse would," says

Marky, an' relief lights up d' sucker's
map in a minute. "I can trust you, Tim;
you're me fren',"
"I'm d' fren' of your life," I retorts.

"I'm w'at youse might call next, Marky."
On d' way over to Grove's joint I puts

d' pumps to Marky about Sherman.
"All 1 got to say of Johnny Sherman,"

says Marky, dn' I gets on be d' tone of
his voice he's dead sore; "all ,d' tip I can

give youse Is, wear furs when you goes
against him. Johnny Sherman Is d' chilliest
proposition that ever conies down d' al¬
ley. I collaborates wid a old geeser an
hour about him swappln' out of d' Senate
an' into a' Cab'net, an' it's like climbin*
Mount Blanc. I'll tell, jfouse, Tim. on d'
quiet! Any sucker who goes foolin' round
that snow-bound galoot needs an alpine
stock an' a guide. An' don't youso mislay
d' hunch."
"W'at's he goin' to do?" I asks.
"I'll consult wid a clairvoyant to-inorry,"

says Marky, an' hiA voice is dead ironical.
"I'll ask a mejum about it. An' then I'll
put you on."

I observes Marky's all wrought up about
Sherman, so I says to console him: "I'd let
de old monster chew de rag and freeze a!)
be his lonesome. I wouldn't go near him."
"There's times when I was wid him,"

says Marky.
An' I can see he's goin' over de run In

he ha3 wid Johnny in his mind.
"There's times, Jim, when I simply wants

to lam loose an' soak liini one in de lamp;
but of course voylenee don't go."
"Well, I remarks, as we continues sprint-

in' along to de W'ite House, "to give de
subjec' a change of air, didn't I get on to
sometliin' In de pape this mornin' about
youse feedhf a mob of stiffs?"
"That's straight," replies Marky, wearily.

"I has it to do, Tim. There's nothin' in
it. But nobody t'inks you've de real t'lng
unless you gels a gang of hobos together
an' fills their faces wid food, see! Mack
wires me to do it. So I sends out me b'ds
nil' ketches up de gang an' thrun a ban¬
quet into 'em."

"It'll encourage the dubs to come chasin'
round for offices, though," I says.
"Let 'em chase," replies Marky. "They

wont get a t'ing but d' jovial jeer an' d'
hilarious howl."
Be this time we gets to d' W'ite House,

an' I can see Marky is turnin' sour agin.
"This t'ing gives me a pain, Tim," says

Marky, coiiiiu' to a dead pause. "This idee
of me caperin' over to see Grove on d' in¬
vite of that little dinky guy Thurber is
dead wrong, see! I tell youse, there's a
play behind this. Grove's out to cop a
sneak on me neck, an' I've got to be
wary."
"Cert!" I says. "That's d' stuff. Of

course, youse have got to be wary. But.
after all. w'at can Grove do?"
"I don't know," says Marky, wkl a sigh,

"w'at ho can do. However, we'll blow in
an' take a chanct. Mebby there's nothin'
to duck, but somehow I reels like I'm hoo-
dooed."

If ever a guy gets d' gay face this side
of d' tomb. It's Marky, who acquires it from
Grove. There's a well of joy in Grove's
eye, even as he gets Marky be Ills off hook
an' gives it d' shake of its existence.

"It's a glorious vict'ry, Marky," says
Grove, "an* I'm proud to take youse be
d' fln, old stockin'. Say, d' way you burns
up d' ground round that silver geyzebo
Bryan was out of sight. I congrach'lates
both youse an' Mack."
"W'at tk' 'ell!" says r.xarky, doin' d'

modest. "I simply does -n;e dooty be d'
gold push an' Mack w'at trusted me."
"It all shows d' Democrats can't win wid-

out me," says Grove. "I knowed Bryan
would get d' merry ^urn down."
"Bryan planned out all right," says

Marky, "but as far as winnin' wid youso.
Grove, is concerned, if d' Democracy never
makes a klllln' again until It does win wid
you, we've got 'em faded."
Grove tries to give Marky d' haughty

brow at this, but Marky's a size too callous
for liim, so Grove passes it up.
"Comin' down to Cases," says Grove at

last, an' I tumbles we're now to d' object of
d' meetln'. "wat do d' gold Democrats grab

off in this? I takes it they gets their bit
when Mack divides d* pie."
"Don't I tell youse, Tim," says Marky,

turnin' to me dead indignant; "didn't I give
yonse d' steer comin' over I'd get d' knee in
me groin before we gets through?" Then
turnin' to (Jrove, Marky goes on: "D' gum
game don't make no hit wid me, see? I
don't owe d' gold Democrats a splinter; an'
therefore them snoozers gets nothin'."
"D' youse mean to tell me," says Grove,

an' he raises his voice so loud Thurber pokes
his mug in d' door, "d' youse say to me that
Bourke Cockian an' them noble spellbinders
who goes from d' gold Democrats among d'
peeps an' aids your cause lie every effort
they can make aint in 011 this?"
"Before they weaves a single spell," says

Marky, givin' his voice an upslioot, "you
can bet your life them spellbinders gets
their dough for it, an' I'm d' duck who
coughed it mp. That Jets out (1' gold
Democrats. Bynnm, Hopkins, Granddad
Palmer, Buckner, Cockran.you can't name
a mucker of 'em all who wasn't gettin' d'
long and needful green for doln' his turn.
A11' that settles it, see! If tht»y comes
curvin' round for an office now they gets
thrun down. This is a straight Repub¬
lican vict'ry, an' there aint any gum¬
shoe caloot of a gold Democrat who even

gets iiyo d' gallery."
At this Grove takes a look of scorn at

Marky, which d' same Marky stands for
widout a wilt or wabble. Then Grove
walks off be himself like he's chuck full
of us, an' quits us cold.
"Did youse get on to me when I calls

his bluff, Tim?" says Marky. as we lines
out for d' Arlin'ton ag'in. "Grove needn't
try to saw off any of his cuckoo scum
011 me. I'm a move too fly for that. Your
Uncle Marky aint tbnt kind of a hairpin;
eh, Tim?"
"Not 0:1 your natal day!" I says.

o-.

OVER THE TEACUPS.
"Are you still so pleased with your new

house?" asked the girl in the red jacket.
"No; I am not. Lock here, Ethel Marsh-

mellow, what if I told you that Dick
Browusmith is married and is living im¬
mediately next door?"
"You don't say so! After swearing that

he would commit suicide if you didn't
rrtarry him! Well, there is no dependence
to be P'lt in man; he is a deceitful crea¬

ture."
"J«n't he? And when I denied my en¬

gagement to Paul for three months just
tc save hi* feelings! Why, I used to tell
him, as often as three times a week, that
Paul and I were only friends.and this is
his gratitude for it!"
"Do you fee him often?"
"Yes, I t:0. The first time I was quite

cordial to him, for I had not heard that lie
was married, and I thought it might be
well for Paul to know that he was right
next door. To be sure Paul hasn't a single
fault; still a husband"..
"Is human dear, unless he is Inhuman!

IIow did Dick beh.ive when you overlooked
everything and met him so cordially?"
"Like an Iceberg. I found out the very

next day that he was married. Horrid lit¬
tle thing his wife seems to be.so plain
and .^0 ridiculously devoted to. him! I've
taken to going to the front door with Paul
every morning and meeting him In the hall
011 Ills return. It pleases him, shows Dick
how I adore him and enables every woman
in the block to see my lovely new house
gowng!"
"I know. But how about Dick?"
"Oh. well, you know our houses are just

alike. I don't see how Dick can afford it,
unless his wife has money. I suppose «he
must have some, or he never would have
married her."
"Very likely. But"
"Yes. The other evening I was waiting

In the hall to meet Paul.I had to!d the
maid not to light the gas, the glow from
the grate was so becoming. I heard him
run up the steps and begin fumblihg with
his latch key; ihe poor boy is so near-sight¬
ed, and I den't allow him to wear glasses
since our marriage; it makes him look so
oid. I flew to the door and pulled him in,
crying.you'll never tell this to a soul, will
you. Ethel?"
"Never as iong as I live," breathed the

girl In tile red jacket.
"Well, I said, 'You dear boy! It seems an

age since.since you kissed me!' Oh,
Ethel!"
"I don't see anything awful in that. He

is your own husband."
"No: he iR not. It was Dick Brownsmith,

instead of Paul! And. oh, you should have
seen his face as he said: "Pardon me. Mrs.
Sweetie, I am mistaken again. I thought
this was my own house.' Oh, I'll never

speak to him or to that horrid wife of his as

long as I live!"
"Awful!" breathed the girl in the red

jacket. "Why, here ls^Loulse. Only think,
Lou. Dick is living light next door to Flor¬
ence!"

"I know it." cried the girl in the fur
enpe. "They say he doesn't care a rap for
his wife.only married her because she
looks like Florence."
"H'm," said the young woman In the

blue gown. "I think I shall call 011 Mrs.
Brownsmith: it only seems neighborly."

Trie Jesters' Chorus.
First Cotrmerri.il.I have done well here for a

small place like this. My orders for to-day come
close on £700.
Chonis.That's pood.very good! You have

done well.
Secsnl Commercial (who had not spoken be¬

fore. looking over the top of his paper).Oh. It
is wonderful what one does in a small place
sometimes. Why, m.v last journey down here
my discounts came to just over what you say
your orders came to to-day.

First Commercial.Excuse me, sir; this is not
a lying competition.
Second Commercial (disappearing behind his

paper).I beg yoiy pardon; 1 thought it was,.
Tit-Bits.

Druggist.Yes. madam, I remember very well
your buying a stamp.
Lady.Well, I put it on * very important let¬

ter and poi-ted it. It has not been received. 1
want you to understand that 1 shall buy my
stamps elsr^vhere if this occurs again..Tit-Bits.

It was beginning to look like rain.
"Noah," called out the usurer who had ac¬

commodated the ark builder with a small loan,
"when are you going to settle tlint little ac¬

count?"
"I think," replied Noah, putting his head out

of a window in the side of the vessel and
scanning the heavens, "I shall be able to liqui
date fully In about forty days."
And he drew his head in again..Chicag(

Tribune.

Literary Item.
[Washington Post.l

The admirers of short stories will be deeplj
Interested in the figure Warner Miller will cul
In the New York Senatorial fight.

Just a Moment
with the Chappies.

Much interest attaches to the attention
which Mr. Harry Lehr, of Baltimore, is
paying to Miss Van Alen, daughter of the
monocled master of" Wakehurst, and grand¬
daughter of the one and only Mrs. Astor.
Miss Van Alen is no beauty, but I like her

better than any other woman who attends
the opera, because she never utters a word
while tiie curtain is up.
"I am sure that this is Miss Van Alcn's

first season at the opera," said a woman
Monday night; "she pays such strict atten¬
tion to the performance."
Even so charming a chappie as Harry

Lehr is cannot distract her attention when
Jean de Reszke is making love or Cremo-
nlni is tinkling his tenor.
Those gossipsthat always strive to beat the

band insist that the announcement of an

engagement is on the tapis, and that hand¬
some Jimmle Cutting and those othe? noting
swells who have been dancing atte.vt>ance
on Miss N an Alen will have to way
for the gay Bnltimorean. whose clllwf ex¬

ploit thus far has been to wade Willi Mrs.
Freddie Gebliurd through a fountain lis they
were returning at midnight from an evening
reception in the City of Monuments.

I hope sincerely that Miss Van Alen may
never challenge Mr. Lehr to jump from
her box into the orchestra, for he would
surely do it. Ills boast is that he never
"takes a dare."

Apropos to the Van Alens, I hear that
Papa Jamie is so disgusted with his lease
of Sir Roderick Cameron's furnished house
that he has sub-let the place and taken the
double house of J. Watts Kearney, Xo. 19
East Fifty-fourth street.
Van, old chap, dickered a deuce of a while

before he finally came to an agreement with
the aristocrat from Canada, and now he is

kicking because he feels that the canny
Scot got the better of him after all.
The chap that does Sir Roderick Do Cam¬

eron will have to start the dicker before
the break o' day.
Meantime we are all waiting with the ut¬

most impatience for that series of sensa¬

tionally brilliant entertainments that were

promised us in the name of Mr. James J.
Van Alen (one "1," please).

Scandal is swirling around the marble
corners of the Metropolitan Club.
The Croesuses that constitute the mem¬

bership in that mammoth mausoleum of
mildewed millionaires have actually had the

temerity to "pill" a brother Dives because
the wife of the latter "has a history."
Dear Lord, but goodness does come with

riches!
Here's a poor old chap, who has more

money than he can count, and who made it
all by working railroads, and he can't get
into our most distinctively money club
because his wife "has a history."
That is what I call throwing stones with

a vengeance, and utterly without regard
to one's own wide windows of plate glass.
The oddest part of this deal, however, Is

to be found in the allegation that the "pill¬
ing" was demanded by the wives o>[ «otne

of the members of the Metropolitan Club
on the ground that the "Ladles' A?,nex"
should not be contaminated by the presence
of the dear old party with a past.
Hold high yo' skirts, my missy, or else

dey'll tech de dirt!

I protest!
If there ever was a chap in dudedom,

whom the 'newspapers could call their
ownest own, that chap is Chauncey. There
isn't anything in the way of information,
anecdote or advice that Chauncey wouldn't
surrender to his dear friends, the reporters,
at any hour of day or night, and yet I
picked up a New York newspaper yester¬
day and read this:
"Among others who spoke was Cna'.utcey

M. Depew."
Casca's envious thrust and Brutus s blow

that cracked the heart of Caesar were not
more damnable than this.

Typhoid fever is altogether too dangerous
a disease to become fashionable, and yet
that is the way the heavy swells coquet
with death nowadays.
Howland Pell is the latest victim.
It is to be hoped that he will recover,

for in addition to being a very good fellow
I don't see how nil the ancestral societies
of Gotham and the Badminton Club could
get along without him.

And that reminds me that the guests at
"Castle Point," the pride of Hoboken, must
have had a cyclone of fun yesterday after¬
noon when they assembled there at the
invitation of Dame Martha Bayard Stevens
"to partake of a dish of tea and hear a

short history of the Colonial Dames whose
portraits adorn her halls."
Can you imagine anything more thrilling

than to drink tea and listen to the history
of the people whose portraits adorn the
halls of your hostess?
Here is an idea for those charming

Fifth avenue purveyors of tea, Mesdames
Lowery and Wilderding: with each cup of
tea give an illustrated lecture on the an¬

cestry of the firm.
Perhaps they might then afford to have

their restaurant ventilated.

The merry war between my old friends
Morris Bagpipes and C. Flageolet Andrews,
continues with unabated zeal at the Wal¬
dorf.
Bagpipes had his innings Monday, but

Flageolet went him one better yesterday
afternoon, when he turned loose Engle,
Coguy, Cainpanari and Gregorowitsch, of
the Metropolitan Company, upon his
friends.
They are both such good old chappies

that I hope most earnestly that Bagpipes
and Flageolet will not meet with disaster
in their valiant efforts to blow each other
out. CHOLLY KNICKERBOCKER.

G rover's Gayety.
[Chicago Record.]

From the profound comfort and joviality
which Mr. Cleveland said to evince during
these days some Republicans will begin to sus¬

pect that Grover somehow has planned to put
h bent pin in the Presidential chair befor«
William sits down.

The Three R's.
[Atlanta Constitution.]

Editor Pulitzer has sailed for Genoa. Hit

purpose in going is to secure "retrenchment,
revenue anfl rest."

A Needed Lesson.
[Detroit News.l

All this trouble over the Sharkey-Fitzsimmons
match goes to show the folly Of allowing mod¬
ern pugilists to come to blows.

"Have Conditions Changed?"
TChicago Dispatch.]

A great ado is being made over the fact that
Major McKlnley treats everybody courteously.
In the old days it was considered quite proper
for the President to be a courteous, well-bred
gentleman. Have conditions changed?

Xot Investing' .Just Now.
[Washington Post.]

It will be observed that your Uncle Dana Is
not Austins In Princeton real cstat«.


